The Sign of the Golden Shoe

Soaked and besotted as I was, I saw
Everything.   On her poop the minstrels played;
And round her sea-worn keel, like meadow-sweet
Curtseying round a lightning-blackened oak,
Prentices and their sweethearts, heel and toe,
Danced the brave English dances, clean and fresh
As May.

But in her broad gun-guarded waist
Once red with British blood, long tables groaned
For revellers not so worthy.   Where her guns
Had raked the seas, barrels of ale were sprung,
Bestnd by roaring tipplers.   Where at night
The storm-beat ciew silently bowed their heads
With Drake before the King of Life and Death,
A strumpet wrestled with a mountebank
For pence, a loose-limbed Lais with a clown
Of Cherry Hilton.   Leering at their lewd twists,
Cross-legged upon the deck, sluggish with sack,

Like a squat toad sat Puff......

Propped up against the bulwarks, at his side,
Archer, his  apple - squire, hiccoughed   a  bawdy
song.

Suddenly, through that orgie, with wild eyes,
Yet with her customary smile, O, there
I saw in day-light what Kit Marlowe saw
Through blinding mists, the face of his fiist love.
She stood before her paramour on the deck,
Cocking her painted head to right and left,
Her white teeth smiling, but her voice a hiss:
' Quickly,' she said to Archer, ' come away,
Or there'll be blood spilt 1'

' Better blood than wine,'
So